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a rowboat, and then a small launch with a motor In it. He
had a bow built on the Snark that cost a small fortune, but
over which no sea could break, the most beautiful bow he
had ever seen on a boat. Reporters sent to interview him
wrote that he became "all boy" when the subject of the
cruise was mentioned, that it was a new toy and he
was going to have a lot of fun playing with it.

By midsummer he found that he already had $10,000 in
the Snark) and that she was not half-finished. The $10,000
had taken from him every dollar he could command;
royalties and advances from Macmillan and his English
publishers, the 8400 he got from. McClure who had bought
Love of Life^ the money he had received from other stories
he had written after completing Before Adam. In addition to
building his boat, he supported Flora, Johnny Miller, and
Mammy Jenny in the house he had bought for Flora; Bessie
and his two daughters in the house he had built for Bessie;
Charmian, Roscoe Eam.es, and in part, Ninetta Eames and
Edward Payne in Wake Robin; and had a foreman and hired
men on the Hill Ranch who were planting and clearing,
buying equipment and materials.

The editors to whom he had sent his excited letters in
February were turning a cool cheek to his plea for advances
against articles about the voyage. The acquiring of enough
money to support his list of fourteen relatives, dependents,
and workmen, and in addition to pay wages to the workmen
on the Snark, became known as London's monthly miracle.
Common sense told him to abandon the Snark, for the
present at least, as he could not foot the bills. Or, if he
wanted to continue pouring money into the Snark, to give
up writing on The Iron HeeL He was a poor one for com-
promise. He continued his impassioned thousand words a
morning on The Iron Heel, and in the afternoons, Sundays,
and holidays turned out stories, articles, essays, anything
to earn the hundreds and hundreds the Snark was consuming.
In addition to buying a series of articles about the days when
he had been a tramp on The Road, Cosmopolitan at last sent
him $1000 against an article he was to write about the Snark